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Summary: A lone female tiefling wanderer makes a discovery in the 
desert wasteland of Nirros, one that will drastically effect the fate 
of several kingdoms. (Story is set in a fictional D&D Realm based 
loosely off of a past campaign I was in. Rated MA for language and 
some violence.) 


1 . Wandering the Desert 

The desert kingdom of Nirros was a harsh and unforgiving land to live 
in. Each day's sun was relentless with its scorching heat, and the 
sea of sand which seemed to stretch endlessly in all directions 
burned hot enough to blister. The night following each day was 
bone-chillingly cold, and provided the cover of darkness for some of 
the most feared and vicious predators prowling the dunes. The wind 
was harsh and unpredictable, capable of conjuring vast sandstorms and 
terrible sand tornadoes without more than a moment's notice, and the 
scarcity of fresh water caused the deaths of more living things than 
the heat, cold, beasts and wind combined. The desert kingdom of 
Nirros was a wasteland of death possessing very little capacity for 
lif e . 

Senaca Brakk had known these things her entire life, or at least for 
as long as she could remember. Her parents had given birth to her 
nearly twenty years ago (by her count) in a fledgling tribal village. 
The village had been founded next to a small and previously 
undiscovered oasis by a group of nomads led by her grandfather Victus 
Brakk over half a century ago, and he had given it the name Salvos in 
honor to the god of patronage, Saavos. The village of Salvos had 
started out simply enough, and the founding group quickly adapted 
from a lifestyle of wandering and foraging to a lifestyle of farming 
and fishing. The community in Salvos was a peaceful and cooperative 
one, each citizen always willing to help a fellow citizen when help 
was needed, and the sparkling water of the oasis was a subtle but 
beautiful shade of turquoise. 

The thought of Salvos and its community during her childhood and 



formative years brought a smile to Senaca's sun-dried lips as she 
walked alone through an expanse of powder white sand known as the 
Shifting Sea. The vast region which had been given the name the 
Shifting Sea was located on the north-eastern edge of the Nirros 
desert, far away from the desert capital of Nurok, and it served as a 
suitable front-line barrier of defense to any invasion force desiring 
to invade from the mountain range of Karsk. Due to the nature of the 
fine powder-like sand, progress was slowed drastically by frequent 
sandstorms and shifting pits of sand which could swallow a rider and 
it's steed whole in a matter of seconds. Despite the danger the 
Shifting Sea possessed, Senaca traveled through it carefully, just as 
she had dozens of times before. 

Two days had passed since Senaca entered into the Shifting Sea from 
its southwestern border, and by judging the sun's distance from the 
horizon she assumed she had another full day of traveling before she 
reached the hard dusty ground of the Karsk mountain range. Her gaze 
shifted from the sky to the countless dunes surrounding her, and she 
surveyed the area for any signs of wildlife. When she did not see any 
tracks or desert weeds, Senaca sighed and lowered herself into a 
sitting position and set her longbow at her side. She retrieved a 
modest ration of dried and flavorless jerky from the satchel wrapped 
around her waist and chewed it, and then washed the jerky down with 
an even more modest swig of water from her waterskin. The remaining 
water swished lightly in its container. She knew there wasn't much 
remaining, but if she continued to ration as she always had she would 
be able to reach the spring on the outskirts of the mountain range 
without any serious issue, even if it was still over a day's walk 
away . 

After a few more minutes spent resting and regulating her breathing, 
Senaca sprang lightly to her feet. She automatically brushed away the 
shape her posterior had made in the sand while resting without really 
thinking about it, even though the wind would naturally push the sand 
back into the tiny crater within minutes. She collected her bow and 
slung it over her shoulder carefully before turning to resume her 
journey northeast through the Shifting Sands, and as she turned 
something unnatural and foreign grabbed her attention from out of the 
corner of her vision. She turned her head for a better look, and it 
was not until after she lifted her hand to provide a shade for her 
eyes that she was able to see what the object was. 

A very slender strip of crimson cloth had emerged from the slope of a 
nearby dune and was flapping aimlessly in the gentle wind. One end of 
the cloth was exposed to the air and sky, while the other end of it 
was buried beneath the sand's surface, and the wind gave the fabric a 
serpentine appearance as it twisted and danced this way and that. 
Immediately she lowered herself into a crouch and remained still. As 
she observed the object she found herself experiencing a variety of 
emotions, ranging anywhere between confusion to excitement, but these 
were over-shadowed by her primal sense of caution and the threat of 
potential danger. Overwhelmed by the sight of the strip flapping in 
the wind, Senaca remained still for several long minutes while 
deciding how to proceed. Eventually curiosity triumphed over her 
conflicting thoughts and she slowly crept her way forward toward the 
thin strip of red cloth. 

Upon reaching the cloth, Senaca was able to quickly discern the 
fabric was made of fine silk, something the kingdom of Nirros held in 
high value due to its extreme rarity. The red coloring of the silk 



strip was a dual-curiosity, and Senaca could not recall a faction 
within Nirros which used a crimson hue as a color of 
identification . 

_ Perhaps this belonged to foreign travelera€ 1 _Senaca mused as she 
reached out and rubbed the strip of silk between her thumb and 
forefinger to be certain her assumption of the fabric was correct, 
a€l_but if this belonged to a foreigner they were a long way from 
whatever land they called home._ 

Senaca bit her bottom lip thoughtfully and her brow furrowed, but 
then she closed her hand around the thin flapping cloth of red and 
gave it a gentle tug to dislodge it from the earth. The strip of 
fabric refused to budge, and judging by the amount of resistance she 
felt she suspected it was anchored to something beneath the sand. 
Senaca gave the fabric another tug, this time much more forcefully, 
and she was rewarded with the movement of shifting sand and the 
sensation of something moving beneath the surface. Realizing whatever 
was beneath her was not completely stationary, Senaca decided to 
redouble her efforts. She grabbed the silk with both hands and used 
her feet as leverage to push herself backward, and as she tugged she 
couldn't help but think how absurd she must look at that moment in a 
pose that suggested she was involved in a grandiose game of 
tug-of-war with the very ground beneath her feet. Ever so slowly 
something began to emerge from beneath the sand, and as it did Senaca 
noticed it was both shiny and pointed. 

_ This is a very fine spear, _Senaca thought as she slowly unearthed 
the weapon, _but none like I've ever seen._ 

Senaca continued to pull on her end of the silk strip as she puzzled 
over the origins of the spear, and as she pulled on the strip she 
realized it actually a decorative ribbon bound tightly to the shaft 
of the weapon, just beneath the dangerous and wicked looking 
spearhead. When enough of the spear's shaft had emerged from out of 
the sand, Senaca took a firm hold of it and pulled upward with a 
mighty wrenching motion. This action was entirely effective in 
freeing the spear from the sand, but as it came free Senaca noticed a 
moment too late the opposite end of the spear had been in the 
clutches of a massive clawed fista€l and the massive fist unfurled 
and gouged deep into the sand when the spear was pulled from its 
grasp . 

"_Shit,_" was the only word Senaca managed to squeak out as she 
stumbled backward, her footing and balance sacrificed upon removing 
the spear from the sand (and fist) , before she twisted and fell onto 
her side on the liquid-like sand. The spear landed in the sand next 
to her completely forgotten. Senaca instinctively turned and rose 
into a sitting position before attempting to scramble backward by 
pushing on the sand with her hands, feet and tail, but in her panic 
she only managed to sink herself deeper into the Shifting Sea. The 
imminent threat of drowning in a sea of sand was placed on temporary 
hold as she witnessed a huge and massive being rise from out of the 
ground not more than ten feet in front of her. 

The creature that rose from out of the sand was hunched forward in a 
way that prevented Senaca from seeing its head, and fine powder white 
sand cascaded downward from its body like small waterfalls of sand. 
Even though Senaca 's view of the creature was partial one and even 
though she had never seen one of these beings f irst-handa€ 1 there was 



no mistaking the incredibly powerful tail or the countless obsidian 
scales that covered its body, and there was no mistaking the rough 
and husky body. There was no mistaking the dragon-like features of 
its harsh face as it turned its head to stare murderously at the 
thing which dared to take the spear from its possession. Senaca 
failed to notice the thick silver breastplate it wore on its chest or 
the silver greaves bound to its legs, due to the fact her frightened 
gaze was focused solely on the raging eyes of the creature in front 
of her. 

"Foolish tiefling girl, " the dragonborn said in a deep and truly 
terrifying growl as it began to stalk toward her, its massive claws 
clenching and unclenching in a way that seemed to suggest they were 
ready and willing to rip her apart, "you have made a fatal mistake." 
The dragonborn lunged at her as soon as it had finished speaking, and 
Senaca was able to scream for only the briefest moment before it was 
upon her. 


2 . Elantheas 

The events of the night the Throne of the Firstborn fell to the Ores 
replayed over and over in Skeliss Fendraegon ' s mind while he slept, 
as it had countless times since Elantheas had fallen, and this night 
was no different. His dream began as it always did, with him 
strolling arm in arm down the winding backalleys of the Smogseale 
district with the beautiful huntress Narali Scallos . They had been 
enjoying the company of each other that evening, despite the warnings 
and protests of his father, Doraego Fendraegon of the Second 
Lineage . 

In his father's eyes, fraternizing with a lowborn like Narali would 
only bring embarassement and shame to the Fendraegon bloodline, and 
would only muddle the purity of his future offspring if he desired to 
sire any. In reality, Skellis cared very little for what Narali had 
once jokingly referred to as, "The game of politics only playable by 
purebloods", and he had decided if an intelligent and and capable 
woman like Narali was dismissed on account of birthright then he had 
no desire to play at all. Getting his father to realize this fact was 
another matter entirely, one which was further complicated by 
Doraego ' s proposal of an arranged marriage between his son and the 
noble Sarleena Boldrake not less than a week prior. Skeliss had 
intended to speak to Narali about the situation during their 
late-night walk, but a defeaning blast of alarm from a nearby 
military horn prevented that conversation from happening. 

The order of events after the alarm had sounded never seemed to 
follow a distinct pattern in Skellis' dreams, and he had later 
decided this was due to the fact that he wasn't sure what the correct 
order of the night's events were even while awake. He could recall 
vividly the memory of him instructing Narali to return to her 
family's tavern, the Crested Serpent, and to arm herself and to stay 
indoors until he came for her. He could remember the smell of burning 
wood and the mixed cries and shouts of Ores and Dragonborn nearby as 
Narali nodded her head in confusion, and he remembered the way she 

drew her hood up around her face before she had kissed him and 

whispered the words, "I love you," to him before she vanished into 
the darkness. He remembered the way those same words had caught in 
his throat as she moved away into the dark, words that he deseprately 

wanted to say and words he would eventually regret not 



saying . 


Skellis remembered the way the streets of Elantheas had swarmed with 
dragonborn on one of it's regular days, and he remembered the way it 
swarmed with Ores the night it had fallen. He remembered the way he 
moved methodically up the street toward the Throneroom of Firstborn, 
hacking and slicing his way through numerous Ore assailants as he 
burned with rage, until he had finally reached the steps up to the 
Throneroom. Skellis remembered entering the throneroom and seeing the 
image of his father's severed head as it looked lifelessly up at him, 
and he remembered the way it looked like a blue scaly island 
surrounded by a sea of crimson. He remembered the way his body burned 
with rage, how it burned so hot that when he looked down at his body 
he could not feel the dozens of cuts and stab wounds he had received 
on his way to the Throneroom. He remembered how he had hesitated in 
the Throneroom, and he remembered the way his fire and rage turned to 
ice as a spearhead burst forth from his abdomen, just below the 
ribcage. He remembered turning to face the Ore that had skewered him 
from behind, and he also remembered ripping out its throat as a 
reward . 

Skellis remembered falling into darkness. How long he stayed in 
darkness he did not remember, but he did remember the way a light had 
appeared and had spoken to him, how the light had called itself 
Trithereon. He remembered how it had whispered things, not to him but 
_into _him, and how these things had taken root in his soul. _Punish 
the wicked. Avenge the innocent. Deliver divine retribution. _Skellis 
remembered the way the light had rekindled the fire in his soul, this 
time fueling it with clarity rather than rage. He remembered crawling 
his way out of the sacked city of Elantheas, and he remembered the 
way his heart all-but-broke as he came into view of the rubble and 
ruin that was once the Crested Serpent tavern. He remembered crawling 
through the ashes of the tavern aimlessly as he searched for any sign 
of Narali, and he remembered the way his heart filled with joy as it 
was she who had found him laying at death's door in the ruins of the 
tavern . 

Skellis remembered the several months of care and shelter Narali had 
provided to him in a makeshift cave shelter in the forest outside of 
Elantheas, and he remembered how the cave had been a hiding spot 
shared with several other of the Scallos brood and other lowborn 
refugees. Skellis remembered lying on his cot as he recovered from 
his injuries, and how Narali had informed him of the execution of 
Voldrog Varaghast of the Firstborn Lineage at the hands of the Ores. 
He remembered how he had told her he needed to travel to the capital 
of Isyengoth to rally all of the lands of Qophath to Elantheas' 
cause, and also how the Ores had become too great a threat to ignore 
and one which must be dealt with once and for all. He remembered the 
way she had smiled sadly before agreeing with him, and also how she 
told him she was going to stay behind to aid the refugees in the 
woods around Elantheas. Skellis remembered the vows he and Narali 
said to one another at their last encounter, just before he departed 
on his long journey toward Elantheas. 

Skellis Fendraegon remembered many things in his life, and there were 
plenty of things he failed to remember... but he never failed to 
remember the words spoken to him in absolute darkness. 

_Punish the wicked. Avenge the innocent. Deliver divine 
retribution ._ 



End 
f ile . 



